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LXXXIV
In thy brows the wave-pair dance a measure whence the transverse and longitudinal Start and stifle the maya and its swell Of the wrath of a creative pressure Of the path of a protective azure Of coma that kills the chine of animal And the creeper browa beat the beautiful And Earth's stronghold solicitous sure Directs the half-kilPd chine and the chase Or the desired instinct of a guile Like as harvest winds waft the patch of maize Or horse-trotting waters link camomile To its overleaping dew, matting lights lays Swaying always my brown-study-isle.
LXXXV
Let my wrath-path-sloth crawl near thy feet!
And hear the five faced muffle dopplered
For still the distance rages unstopper'd
Like vellum's diffusion of a sandal-heat
Fevering the frail frame incomplete
To a final distortion doubly stirr'd
By barefoot love and plumed pride empowered
Inly to snare me to an inner treat!
Would you let me covet what I could become
On seeing thy feet, one lifted step alone
That I may never turn my intents dumb
That chance universe of joy is never never gone
That this square of dance is turn'd to the tattoo of drum
Disturbing Kamala with a dub and drone.-pistill'd wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
